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William, It Was Really Nothing 


Author's Notes: 
i was listening to the smiths and somewhere along the line this wrote itself its kind of ugh but idk whatever 


"You're gonna break me, you know that?" 


Axl laughs - it's a low, half-assed kind of laugh, sporting as much life as the smoke that's spiralling from his 


cigarette in not so much of a hurry. 


It's..lethargic. Yeah, that's the word. 
Matches everything perfectly. 


Only his chest is exposed right now. 
It's perfect, impeccably sculpted, like a fucking Michelangelo or some shit. 


The bedsheets are covering his waist and below. 


"How long have we got until the guys come back?" | ask him, turning my head to the side and burying my nose 


in his hair - silky, copper strands that smell like cheap shampoo and a little bit of home. 
"The fuck should | know," he murmurs, his eyelids flit closed. "I'm not a fucking stopwatch." 


He looks good like that. 
Really damn good. 


"Don't you fall asleep on me, Ax 

"You're not my fucking mother," he smirks. "What do you want me awake for anyway? We've just had sex" 
"What if they come back?" 

"Tell ‘em we got tired and fell asleep" 

"Naked 

"Iz2, lm tellin’ ya, they won't think twice about it" 

Its worth a cheap chuckle 

"Seriously, we're gettin’ careless. What happens when they catch us?" 


"They won't," Axl smiles at the ceiling, taking another drag. "If they do, then we'll find an excuse. And we won't 


do it anymore." 

He reaches out with his spare hand and places his palm on my chest. 
"Heartbeat," he mumbles, "it's nice." 

"l'm glad," | reply. 

"Mm" 


The curtains are half drawn and half torn. The day outside is white and warm, far too warm. But it's nice and 


boring. 


I'm no poet, by any stretch of the imagination, but there's something about Axl that makes me feel | could 


write pages solely about him and how he makes me feel. 
"Izz," he breathes, stubbing out his cigarette on the wall. "Remind me to never stop doing this with you." 


"You have my word" | smile, and while everything's warm and everything's lazy, having Axl under my arm has 


presented itself as the best feeling in the world. 

| love this. Him, too. Maybe. But I'm not about to jump to conclusions. 

| don't want to ruin it. 

"You okay?" he whispers, trailing his hand from my chest up to my head and tangling his fingers in my hair. 


"Fine," | whisper back. "Really, really fine." 


